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box-car, and at Wadsworth slept in an engine cab in the
yards until four in the morning when the wipers routed him
out. He caught an early morning freight and rode the
blind, or space behind the coal car. A spark from the engine
landed in his overcoat pocket and suddenly burst into flame.
The train was going forty miles an hour, and it was difficult
to put out the fire. His overcoat and coat were ruined and
had to be thrown away.

That night in Winnemuka he caught up with Frank.
They decided to wait for the Reno detachment and travel
with it, but a freight train came through and the temptation
was too great: they boarded her and rode east. Two days
later Jack and Frank once again parted company. Jack notes
in his boyish scrawl, "The Road has no more charms for
Frank. The romance and adventure are gone and no thing
remains but the stern reality of the hardships to be endured.
Though he has decided to turn west again I am sure the
experience has done him good, broadened his thoughts,
given him a better understanding of the low strata of
society, and surely will have made him more charitable to
the tramps he will meet hereafter when he is in better
circumstances. He starts west and I start east to-night.
I am going to break coal on the engine from here to Carlin."

For Jack the greatest charm of tramp life was the absence
of monotony. In Hobo Land the face of life was an ever-
changing phantasmagoria where the impossible happened
and the unexpected jumped out of the bushes at every turn.
Each day was a day apart, with a record of swiftly moving
pictures all its own. At nights he rode the freight and
express trains, at meal times he "threw his feet," that is,
begged at back doors for a hand-out, or panhandled along
the main street. He encountered hundreds of hoboes with
whom he beat the trains, pooled his money and tobacco,
boiled up, cooked mulligan in the jungles, battered the
main stem, played cards, swapped yarns, and fulfilled the
dictates of the profesh, to keep going on the fastest trains.

Ditched in the Nevada Desert, he had to walk all night to
a junction. It was early in the year, and cold in the upland